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	American Idiots

**The entire bandom's on drugs! COARSE LANGUAGE DRUG REFERENCES AND MILD VIOLENCE.**

The tour bus bumped along the road, sun beating down on the roof. A girl sat beside the road, her back pack resting against her legs. She stuck out her thumb and the bus stopped. The driver leaned back. "There's a hitchhiker. You boys wanna let her in?"

"Lets see her." Ashley called back, and burst out. He took one look at the girl and then picked her up and carried her into the bus. "Out of my way." He barked, and he sat the girl down on the couch. He crouched down in front of her. "Can you remember your name?"  
>"Skylar Smith." The girl said, her accent a little muddied, but an Australian twang unmistakable. "Hey Ash. Missed ya." She smiled sleepily and curled up on the couch. "You too Sky." Ashley stood up, and the girl started snoring. CC walked in, and then reversed when he saw Skylar.<br>"It's okay Ash, I'm going." He said, and Ashley rolled his eyes.  
>"Can you get some water? God knows how long she's been on the road."<br>"I'm sorry, what?"  
>"This is Skylar. We were friends when we were kids. She's probably run away from home. <em>Again<em>."  
>"How <em>old<em> is she?" CC asked, and Ashley pushed past him.  
>"Andy! Where's the water?!" He yelled, and a half-asleep Andy emerged from his bunk.<br>"There's some in the fridge." He mumbled, and sat down on the couch. "Who's that?"  
>"Some kid called Skylar. Friend of Ash's apparently. He just picked her up off the road." CC replied, wandering off.<br>"Oh. Okay." Skylar twitched in her sleep. She had long legs and was skinny, too skinny. Her hair was short, tangled and blue, her skin suntanned, her blue jeans ripped and she was wearing a red plaid shirt, a loose black t-shirt which had dried mud on it, and a pair of leather fingerless gloves. Ashley came back with a water bottle and picked up her backpack. He pulled out an empty box of muesli bars and groaned. "Andy, check her boots." Andy looked confused, but slipped his hand in her dusty boot and pulled out a switchblade. "When I wake her up, she'll go for the blade." Ashley explained, and Andy nodded. "Where's Jake and Jinxx?"

"Still asleep. They drank more than you last night." Ashley shook her shoulder and Skylar jerked awake. She shoved her hand into her boot, but looked up to find Ashley frowning down at her. "Skylar, please explain to me why you were on the side of the road, and why you have an empty box of muesli bars I'm your bag."

"I'm trying to get to New Orleans. I've been hitch-hiking so far, and I ran out of money about a week ago."

"Why do you need to get to New Orleans?" Andy asked, his Batman onesie the subject of much eyebrow-raising on Skylar's behalf. "Voodoo Jam. America's best BMX Flatland Contest." Skylar said, running ahand through her hair, which only succeeded in making it more wild. Andy nodded. "You any good?" Ashley smiled and Skylar grinned.

"When we get to the next town, I'll show you how good." Skylar's sleeve rode up, and Andy glimpsed a tatto. She smirked at Ashley. "Got any more tattoos from the last time I saw you?" Ashley's smile widened, and he pulled up his sleeve, showing off the stars. "Nice. Check this one out." Skylar pulled her own sleeve up, revealing the full extent of what Andy had glimpsed. It was a black rose, the branch dark green and one petal falling. "Wow." He muttered, and Skylar winked. The bus screeched to a halt, and there was an 'oof' coming from the direction of the bunks. Clearly someone had been thrown out of their bunk.

"Drew it myself. Think I've still got the original somewhere here..." Skylar began to dig around in her bag, then pulled out a black sketchbook. She opened it, flipped through the pages until she came to the right one. She handed it to Andy, who nodded, clearly impressed. The first few bars of Rock 'N' Roll all nite by Kiss played, and Skylar dug in her pocket, pulling out a phone. "Sorry, I've just gotta take this. Feel free to look at any of the other drawings. They're not great, but still.." She meandered off, leaving Ashley to sit down next to Andy and snatch the sketchbook from his hands. "She drew me at some point." He flicked through, and then shoved the book under Andy's nose. "See?" Andy had to admit, the drawing looked exactly like Ashley. Except slightly younger, maybe early twenties? "Well, I'm going to leave you to examine Sky's drawings, because I need a shower!" Ashley got up off the couch and marched off, humming Drag me to the Grave as he went. Skylar's distinctive voice suddenly burst through the silence. "You know what? I'm never gonna settle down, you need to understand! You _know_ what I'm like! Fuck you too! Fuck off bitch!" Skylar stormed back in and flopped down on the couch. "What's up?" Andy asked, shuffling closer.

"Bitches are being bitches. As usual." Skylar said, her arms folded.

"Bad break-up?" Andy asked, and Skylar nodded.

"I told her where I was going. She was all 'Uh, I can't handle you being away all the time! You need to come back and spend some _quality time_ with me' She _knows_ that I'm the sorta girl who does crazy shit, she _knows_ I've been trying to get to Voodoo for years."

"She?" Andy asked, a dark eyebrow quirked.

"Bi." Skylar said, and Andy nodded. "Please quit it with the nodding." Skylar said, and Andy chuckled. "Hey, wanna come to the skatepark with me? I can show you how good I am." Skylar's smile returned to her face as she jumped up from the couch. "Let's go!" She grabbed Andy by the sleeve and practically dragged him out of the tour bus.


End file.
